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married days jazz, crooning, and rag-time melodies
were unknown. Even the ear-splitting marches of
Sousa had not yet assailed the world. Wireless
was a pretty notion of scientists, for wires themselves
were only in their infancy; the gramophone had not
supplanted the phonograph, with its hoarse and
waxy cyclindrical records of unspeakable perform-
ances on zylophone, concertina, etc. The phono-
graph itself was a crude and clumsy affair, serving
only to amuse the well-to-do. But if America had
not yet lifted up "His Master's Voice", or the B.B.C.
received its licence to invite itself into our kitchens
and parlours, every family had its own kind of musical
entertainment.

In our home, when we made whoopee, we made
it around the "American Organ'*. I do not know
whether this old instrument actually originated in
America as its name implies; but I do know that
it had been to Australia, and in the backwoods had
served its turn at impromptu prayer meetings or
Sunday evening sing-songs. Mother loved it and
in spite of her early married life of hard physical
work spent all her leisure playing it.

If, on one of those rare evenings in the 'nineties
when father was "at home", you had been passing
along St. Stephen's Road, Bow, you might have
observed a window with the "Venetian" blind let
down, streaming with condensed human breath,
open just a little at the top to let out volumes of
spent air and gas fumes.

Outside you might have seen a gathering of small